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CRUMBLING ONCE MORE. 


“Most people think Poor Pa a most unfortunate creatur ink hi i icati 
m e, but I think him a humbug. Annually, with the publication of his ‘Curistuas Hoxtpays,’ comes 
mn Ms on This year he has grown childish, and babbles continually of marbles and treacle. Poor Ma, rising to the occasion, has rendered all the 
seni - ra power by designing a sort of giant cradle, For medicine Papa imbibes ‘ Unsweetened’ freely, and takes hourly doses of information about the 
stuas Houpays.? As its circulation rises, so does his spirits. Doubtless, by the time we have sold out, he will again be convalescent.’’—Tootsi£. 


A SAVING OF LABOUR. FINGER-MARKS. 


— 


ON March 26th, 1884, Mademoiselle Isnard. a single lady, 
aged seveuty-four, was brutally murdered at Saint-Gilles, in 
France. 

In the following November one Antoine Blanc, a strong, 
thick-set fellow, was put on his trial for this crime. He 
had sharp, grey eyes, deep-sunken, a retreating forehead, 
thick, trembling lips, and a pointed chin. He was about 
thirty-two years of age, and quite beardless. 

Malle. Isnard was believed tobe. and was, bit of a miser, 
and she hoarded upa large sum in cumbersome, obsolete 
silver coins. She lived alone in a great rambling house, 
which was carefully bolted and birred. She made her own 
bed, got her breakfast, and did what household work she 
thought necessary, and every evening went to dine with her 
brother. On the fatal evening, after waiting some time, the 
brother sent his maidservant to see why she did not come, 
The girl knocked, but obtained no answer, and returned to 
her master, This was about half-past six. At  half-past 
seven a neighbour, on her way te church, noticed that the 
courtyard door was ajar, and the circumstance being an 
unusual one, she went to the brother and told: him of it. 
The brother at once accompanied her to his sister's house, 
where they found the poor old lady lying ina pool of blood 
in the back kitchen quite dend. 

At once suspicion fell upon Blane, an idle, drunken, 
dissipated fellow, who lived nest dvvr to Mdlle Isnard. 


eee a: 


it then, mister, aicverfite f 
aut ster. I tell yer it ‘ud take ten blvomin’ men (2) “Tsay, Bloggins, look out! 43) And one frail woman accomplishes the work of ten 
*Ere’s yer missus!” men, and makes no bunes about it either, 


1&; 


394% 


That day he was known to be penniless, and had endeavoured to 
borrow, and without success, a franc or so of his mother. Next 
dav, at a neighbouring town, he was throwing about money right 
and left, and buying flashy clothes, jewellery, and a revolver. The 
hext morning, too, he had been observed inan olive plantation, 
engaged in some mnysterious occupation, and, when questioned, he 
snid he was gathering olive leaves. Search, however, being made, 
three large bags of silver coins were found there buried, aud all 
his purchases had been made with the same old-fashioned coin, 
He at first denied everything, but his old clothes, blood-stained, 
having been found, he began, under severe cross-examination, to 
gradually own up; only he swore that he himself did not do the 
derd, but that it was the work of an accomplice. 

At length, this story being proved untrue, the real trath came 
out. By the aid of a rope, he climbed the wall and crouched in 
the courtyard, waiting for the old lady to come out from the house, 
as he knew she was in the habit of doing, to visit her brother, 
Just about ten minutes past six, a woman living close by came to 
ask Malle, Isard if she could let her have a couple of bundles of 
firewood, This was kept in the yard, but not where the would-be 
thief was hidden, The old lady conducted her neighbour as far as 
the courtyard gate, and was heard by other neighbours wishing 
her “Good-night.”) She was returning to the house, when Blane 
crept out from his hiding-place. She heard his footfall behind her, 
and, facing him, eried, * Wretch, what brings you here?” Without 
a word of reply, he fe!l upon her with a kitchen shovel that he 
had picked up, and his blows were so heavy and savage, that the 
instrament was afterwards found broken and twisted. The raffian 
then tearing off her cap, jammed it half way down her throat by 
the aid of astick, so that her cries might not be heard, and then 
dragged her into the back kitchen, where with his knife he cut her 
throat, 

These horrible details Blane related toa fellow-prisoner in the 
gaol in which he was locked up,and who gave evidence against 
him. The deed done, he searched the house for treasure, and 
found the three heavy bags of silver, which, with difficulty, he 
carried away, but he overlooked two thousand pounds in gold and 
ayreat number of bank-notes, 

Upon the sole of one of a pair of old boots of the murderer were 
found three long grey hairs that there could be no doubt, belonged 
tothe old lady. Bat what was still more damning evidence against 
himvand a proof of the falsity of his story about an accomplice, 
wits thatet blood found on the lock of the courtyard door, which 
he said he had fastened when the servant ealled and while his 
companion was killing the old lady, Extraordinary to say, although 
the jury found him guilty, they found extenuating circumstances, 
and he was condemned to prison for life—not hanged, 

* * * * * e 
Oronrs FroM BATSY WAY. 
pore ole gal, shee av di, meu an the bloomin phrogg iss awl lef 
to tel the orrid tail. 
(Nert week,“ The Barher'a Boy,” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Be 

*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Glad to hear it, ARCHIE TALBOT, Send us all you hare in hana, 
Very many thanks, ALONZO, It is positively grand, Sorry, CIs. 
we cannot help you. Try a lady's paper, NeLi. Thanks for kind 
inquirics, VANTHAM, Snatcher still is doing well, Somewhat arbi- 
trary, SAMPSON, Any time, F. BAKER, please, That ia your 
Sault, HATTIE JOHNSON, SLOPER always does with ease, Proba- 
bly you might, EXAMOURED, But it’s diflienlt to say, Call and 
ace the Ancient, PATTIE, Any time you're down his way. 1884, 
SUBSCRIBER, Jt's entirely out of print. Thanks for sketeh of 
SLoPer, JAPNA; Why, though, qive his nose that tint? Pleased 
to hear from you, DEMENTED, Hanirell should. be your address, 
Thanks for kind suggestion, StOCKTON, ALLY couldn't do with less. 
Pray he more explicit, QuIshy, Nac we ernnot, RETIN. Those 
are things, AGNOSTIC READER, Quite beyoud the Ancicnt’s ken. 

Se 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World. 


Forwarded toany part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
exer pled, posi free: 
3 Months, 1s. 6d.: 6 Months, Js. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tuk SLOPERIES,” 99 Suok LANE, 'LEET StReET, LONDON, E.C, 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kivsques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
spevial arrangement at vur 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Ruz pe LA BANQUE. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-uf-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Itailway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Reitioay Accident, in any part of 
the United hingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident, “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
tng at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
capiring at 8 oelock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~—- 


THE following is culled from the agony column of a daily con- 
temporary, the title of which we have entirely forgotten, in the 
hurry of going to press :—* Binpie.—The misery your absence has 
caused me no caale sun tell, Think, too, of the dear children, It 
is cruel—heartless—wicked!) TI have been hasty, but all may yet 
be forgiven—or, in any case, send word where | can find adecently- 
darned pair of socks,” a¢ ‘ 

* 


Old Schovifriend, Why, T haven't seen you, dear, since your 
marriage, That reminds me—how is Mr. Briggs? 
Mrs. Briggs, Oh, he's dead, dear, 
Old Schoolfriend, Dear me! how very sad! 
anything, dear? 
Mrs, Briggs. Ouly a widow, dear, 
=. * 
* 
You may scramble up mountains all over the world 
Of the biggest nnd highest description, 
But you'll find the most difficult sort of ascent 
Wheu you try to get xp a subscription. 
zs. 


. 

Chorley. What's the matter with young Simpson, old fellow 2— 
you know him, don’t you?) [ saw him getting out of 9 railway 
carriage the other day as slowly as a man with a broken leg. Had 
an accident at football, or something ? 

Friend, Not a bit of it, old man; but, you see, he's just taken 
out a first-class season. es 

= 


Did he leave you 


LARDIE came into the greenroom the other evening, and said, 
“Look here, girls, I've got a conundrum, Why is the serge I've 
got on hke Tootsie Sloper?” “Give it up,” said the girls, “ Be- 
cause it makes up so well,” answered Lardi. 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
The Condornithorhynchus, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 450.—The “ Smithfield Club Costume. 


AT THE OENTIST’S. 
Waiting. 


First Fair Ove. At my husband lives on his brains. 


Second Farr One, My husband hasn't any brains, so he lives on his creditors, 


undoubted 


proving the vast antiquity of the 


family, 


Sloperian 


While the famons antiquary, Mr. 
Anadab Mole. was digging in his gar- 
den, he unearthed a primeval skull of 


type, 


“T haven't change, sir; yon can 


clearly pay me to-morrow.” “I might die 
before then.” “Oh, never mind, sir, 


it would be no great loss.” 


(Saturday, December 10, 1892, 


Jones (fresh from perusal of one of Marryatt’s novel ; 
way, and addresses a bluejacket), Hall Ph ae et he 
right tack for the Angel!” } Hallo, my bearty 1 am | ths 

rss ageaerg Eh # . 

‘ones, Am | steering the proper co’ f 
‘lucjacket. What? ; a gcd cl iaiaiae oe 
‘ones. I'm out of my latitude, and I 
ane Slane ve the ape sas want the compass ¢; 
uejacket (losing his ience). Wh . ' 
i waplislf 7g pat ce y the Ballyhooly don't you 
s 


SLOPER says: “There's nothing like the lectt 
fora man who has been at all Marca the we ee wa 
good subject to spout on, though.” Then MeGooseley amniled « : 
more, “I'm hanged if 1 know what you've got to spout on. 1 a 
Man, for if you got rid of those bally old togs of yours at ‘ ; 
leaving-shop, you could only keep decent by passing the rest .: 
the day in the dustbin.” One more at the Old 'Un, ve 
* 


LJ 
A STREET in Paris may be grand, 
But should you travel through it, 
It's well that you should understand 
You cannot help but rue it, 


s 
Snipper. Seen anything of Mrs. Fastleigh lately ? 
Snapper. Yes, I saw « good deal of her last week. 
Snipper, Oh, indeed! Tow many evenings did you meet Jer? 
Snapper. Only once; but she played a boy's part in sone 
awateur theatricals, ee ia 
* 


HISTORIANS ever lie. Some hundred years a doubtless gift. 
littérateur will be telling us that the semi-spherical holes t},.: 
abound in the Vale of Health, Hampstead, are traces of small tis! 
voleanic cratera, They're nothing of the bally sort. They're 4 | 
caused by the gals who've let go their hold of the swings, aud sat 
down too suddeu-like on the ground. “a 

.s 


= 
Judge (sternly). Be careful, sir; remember that I can con: 
yon for contempt of court. : 
Witness. \'m very sorry, my lord; I'm trying hard to couces| 
my feelings. oe 
s 


First Yokel. Oi heard terday vrom a party as come from Lunnon 
as how the yong squire was b’coming a vamous criminal lawye: 
Second Yokrl, Well, wor if he is?) He ain't no diverent to the 
rest ov ‘em, They're arl criminal, but zome ov ‘em are zo art{y) 
that they ain't vound out, “se 
a 


THAT man tas rather shaky who could not take his first booze 
until they put him into a etrait-jacket, and shot the mahogany 
brandy and soda down his gullet with a syringe. : 


s 
THE “ready's” always needful to 
The man financially unsteady. 
Alas ! the times are very few 
On which he finds the needful “ ready.” 


* 

Hiress (whose father objects). Oh, dear me, Adolphus, what a 
trouble this money is! 

Adolphus, Yes, deat; and I must say that T think it is very un. 
reasonable of your father, for | am quite willing to share the 
trouble with him, as 

a 


TIME—7hree o'clock in the morning, 

Master of the house (who has put ona few things ina hurry t 
answer the door), Mary Jane, this will not do. 

Mary Jane (who has been to a wedding). No, sir; 1 shouldn't 
think it would, indeed. Nex’ time as you comes down to open the 
door, you might dress yerself decent, anyhow, instead of puttin’ ov 
your coat wrong side before! ¢ « 

s 


THE Office Lunatic has been at it again. This time he wants tu 
know whether when you see the feathered occupants of yout 
chicken-coop indulging in various amusements it would Le 
correct to call it oud play. ee 

* 


First Mother. Are you going to send Gladys to college? 
Second Mother, Oh, no! She's too pretty, 1 shall have us 
trouble in getting rid of her.» « 
id 


First Port. 1s there anything wrong with the—magazine? 

Seeond Port. Not that | know of ; why? Pan 

First Poet. Why, they actually returned my poem within a 
week! 1 don’t understand it at all, 


s 
THE butcher has enough to do, 
Although his business pays ; 
For don't you see he’s got to earn 
His bread by differeut weighs. 


s . 
Friend (going home to dinner with City friend who lives 
suburbs). What a pretty little bit of scenery this is! How vu 
must enjoy your journey up in the morning 
City Man. No, I don't, for I know | am going to work. 
Fricnd, At all events, it must be pleasant in the evening, wien 
the day’s work is over. . ‘ 
City Man, No, it isu't, for then I'm going home to the wife. 
*-* 
s ' 
Brown. Come along, old fellow—come in here and have a bit of 
dinner with me. ue 
Smith. Why, certainly—delighted, I’m sure, old chap; but—er 
—er—I/ always thought you were a vegetarian ? . 
Brown, So | was, old fellow, until this summer, when an inverse 
bull nearly tossed the life out of me. I’m revengiug myself now up! 
his species. *.* 


fernal 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.—Gladys understands I rene 
and Italian, isa decent musician, paints in oils, is a good hands 
needlework, is fond of children, and wants to know how s 
earn her own living?) Judging by her spelling, grammars 
handwriting. we should say that the only alternatives are fo ye 
lise as @ Lursery governess, Or to get married, 


* 3 
Brown (an old friend, who has come up for the day from ' 
country). And now, McGooseley, let's go out and have acu 
enjoyment ! ; ; ath acento? 
Me Gooscley, By all means, mg old friend. Where shall we 2° 
To the Green Dragon, the Cheshire Cheese, or the Sloper Arms: 
* 


= 
Most agéd spinsters mittens wear, 
And SLOPER says, perhaps, 
They think such armour will assist 
In keeping off the chaps. 


* A rilta 
Friend. How’s that, De Boozer?) Why do you carry two Jat 
keys? eee 
De Boozer, Why, that's a little invention of my own, Yor! ie 
understand that when I get home at night IT always see (ee 
holes, and if you've only got one key it takes a thunder 
time to find the right hole: but if you've gota mex)? erat ite 
and go for ‘em simultaneously, you're bound to be right. ’ 
a grand idea, | can assure you: a Vm going to patent Il 


yer st 


See. 


Shoe Lane? 


e door of the ; 
] terrere Us 
wt ast th x 


s 

Waat is that drendful crowd dashing down 
the revolutionary ruffians are hammering at th 
Pig! What has the gold-watch-chained tyrant anc 
boozing ken been up to? Have the Socialists found at 
is a cold-hearted Conservative? Oh, dear, no! they = Wine 
nigh a-raving because be won't no more give nway enor 
unless they take nt lenat a pint of four half-and-half. 


e only 


days 


cember 10, 1892.1 


Saturday, De 
TOOTSIE AT THE TIVOLI. 


; j 1 one Tivoli that I know of. 
THe bat ote Fe diiering Dooker von Snooker is so fond of 


2 “hen there were Tivolis aud Tivolis. 


Florence Levey. 


These, from what | 
can learn, were 
dreary “pleasure- 
gardens,” flickering 
damply Gravesend, 
Margate way and 
elsewhere. [am not 
sure of the locality; 
but, among” Ma's 
shelf of books, 
such dreary places 
find an existing re- 
cord, And quite pos- 
sibly around those 
ear-wigged bowers 
off the “long walk,” 
those rickety tea 
and = supper - boxes 
surrounding the 
“monster platform” 
yet linger in these 
dismal, dying hours 
of this cold, 
dreary | November 
certain blissful re- 
collections. 

1 once, though T 
am but eighteen, 
visited a shut-up tea- 
garden in a south- 
western suburb—the 
last of many. _ It 
was a wet day. The 
rain fell steadily 
upon the rotting 


sandwork and mutilated statuary, The old lady in charge of 
je wolul gonesto-waste property, who sold popless ginger-beer 
. uninviting sweets, from which long-passed-away suns had 


loreal 
eetdernead 


were passing by. 


Vanish ! 


I'resto! 


out the labels, told me the sooner what was left of the 
rip place was levelled to the earth and built over the better. 
. spoke, a thin, bleak, fluttering wind passed me by. The 
< of far uway dead and gone girls, once light-hearted, hopeful, 
I went away sad enough, sucking a fear- 
hing the old girl had called @ pear-drop, the tears in my eyes. 


It R 
lam at the Tivoli, in the Strand, one of the most joyous of the 


modern music-halls, with, oh! such a long and such an amusing 


feout: but, bless vou, he isn’t half as old, 
r viv. as Lam, although T am only eigh- 
\nd was there ever & more courteous 
I talk to him of the departed 
oicirdens, and he says he can’t date back 
ther than the fathership of the music- 
iis He says perhaps Ma was the mother 
a-zardens, and Poor Papa says 


we very lik y. 

|. vrowd of talent just now engaged 
‘ie * Liv.” is really overwhelming, nu- 
;,as you read their names down, 

. are awfully amusing to listen to, IT 
lappened to be, anyhow, in good luck the 
wicht | was there, when, by the way, I 
cod scarcely screw my way into a place, 
tor there was the crowdedest of crowded 
houses, To begin with, | heard “ Crossing 
he Bar," which appears to be much to the 

iste of audiences, Then, let me see, I 
think Amy Lyster sang her “ Zig-zig,”” and 
Mare Leyton danced admirably a serpen- 
tine dance, Ada Reeve did extremely 
weil, and, indeed, I should have liked her 
tu have had another turn, 

Yet this one turn plan is a thoroughly 
good one, and must presently, | should 
think, lead to many openings for clever 
bezinuers, Let us hope, though, that it 
will not green put out old favourites, 

’ 


though, L_am told, most of them get now 
astmuch for one turn as they used to for 


George Beauchamp. 


Utes or four, Ada Lincoln's style seemed to me very far nhove 
the average, and [should rather have liked to have heard what 


da retinement, 


ip sliness, 


rsdown of music-halls had to say respecting her cultiva- 


iw Sisters Webster fetched the house with their schoolgirl 
Ida Heath's serpentine dance is very neat and 


veer, and Twas much pleased with Alice Maydue’s song of 


“Never Tn 


troduce Your Husband toa Lady.” The old and much- 


i Snoukle ; 
had Snooklet has told me you ought never to introduce anybody 


toanvbody, 
tor hers is @ really good turn, 
Gor step-dancing is anything but a lost art. 


Lottie Lynn € had almost missed, but you must not, 
Minnie Cunningham, too, proves 


Aud now, by way of a change, a word or two about the gen- 


The tiny Sisters Webster, 


Redfern y 
Ifern vou all know, of course. 


tlemen. Well, 
you must know 
Albert Cheva- 
lier was delight- 
ful. How, too, 
Herbert Camp- 
bell made me 
laugh. They 
are safe turns 
for any mana- 
ger anywhere. 
George Beau- 
champ’s parody 
of “ Wearing of 
the Green” 
made me smile 
a few, and so 
did Knowles's 
American hu- 
mour. He ought 
to do great 
things present- 
ly. Eugene 
Stratton 1 
spoke about a 
few days ago. 
There nre few 
coons who have 
caught on bet- 
ter than he has 
done, and the 
good old Lon- 
don perch is 
strong enough. 


He is always funny, and 


evenine ohare 
rie alan of my visit, well kept up his reputation, Johnny 


“oO Very funny, ¢ 
j ) 


amed of myse 


ceidentally 
sth pretty thi . 

Ae Ings about y ner 
bon the Tivoli, de in my next. 
="b 9 Lood sey 


and he made me laugh so much, that [ 
ee If. But [can’t name any more names 
ive net room iv this Number. 


However, anyone 


left out (about a dozen or two, I think) I will 


ni ar boys. and mention my name. Yonare 
M, because Chorley and Lare so very chummy 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 


“TREAD LIGHTLY HERE!” 


SoME certain spots on earth there be— 
Some sacred spots—wherein 

To march with ponderous footfalls we 
Would almost deem a sin, 

Some seasons when (our souls imbued 
With sanctifying dread) 

We walk with mouse-like quietude:— 
Here let me tightly tread. 


I stand not in sublime St. Paul's ; 
Before no shrine | cower ; 
I gaze not on Niagara Falls, 
Or Eiffel’s stately Tower, 
I traverse not the place where rest 
Our Jand’s illustrious dead, 
Yet all my heart is thrilled, impressed :- - 
Here let me lightly tread. 


The fact is this, ‘Tis half-past five, 
The morning's dark as Styx, 

Yet | have left my couch, for L've 
To get to work by six. 

And. since I here my lamp-glass smashed 
Ere tumbling into bed,— 

And would not have my tootsies gashed— 
Oh, let me lightly tread ! 


—_>—_—_—_ 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER, 


(Written by himself, with passing vbserrations and footnotes 
by his friends aud relations.) 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 
AS A FATHER. 


Some fatirers are good. Some are bad. I regard myself really» 
as a matter of fact, asa sort of mixed father. Iam seldom evil. 1 
am good asa man should wish to be, So the world wags, even 
with the professional wag—excuse me, rhem ! 

(As a father, indeed! A nice good old lively pater he is! When 
his daughter had only been born about six months, I’m bloominged 
if he didn’t present her with » powder puff, a hare’s foot, an imita- 
tion sealskin jacket, and a box of rouge. Nice pa that—any 
journey.—McG.). ; 

Well, who can tell what anyone's future can be? 
mine, Still, | always looked. Spare the spank and spoil the child 
is an old adage. I never spared the spank when necessary, 

(For once the Old 'Un speaks the real downright double- 
barrelled truth. The times he has given me what for with that 
there carpet slipper of his ain't to be reckoned up in simple addi- 
tion.—ALEXANDRY. ). 

As to my boys. Well, they have been, I must admit, somewhat 
troublesome to me. Alexandry, though, a lad with the very best 
intentions, still at times perseveres in a course of conduct which, 
is the least to say, is highly reprehensible. 1 do not see why, a8 a 
matter of course, he need try to make his sister's stay-busks 
into fishing-rods, Neither do io quite plainly why he should 
bait her hooks and eyes with lip salve, and pretend that he is 
fishing for whales in the cistern, Children are indeed troublesome, 

(Father, indeed!) The old beauty! There's plenty who ought 
to father him, if thev only had the chance. “1 believe,” said old 
Snookem, of the “Friv.,” the other day, “that if he had a tame 
female hedgehog, he'd be trying to cover it with half a yard of tissue 
paper for a ballet-skirt."—IKy Mo.) 

et I have been careful in looking after my progeny ; of course 
T have. I have chastised Alexandry when he has been too dead 
gone on buttons and been reduced to a state of pins, Heyday ! 
the world is indeed strange ! 

I have just discovered that Evelina has derisively placed her 
thumb to her proboscis, and extended the remaining digits to my 
dearest. Geezer, 

1 can scarce believe it ! 

(70 be continued next week.) 


oe 


THE JOLLY GIRLS’ CLUB. 
Last Report. 

IT is some long time now since we received a report from the 
Jolly Girls’ Club, the members of which, it may be remembered, 
were of that particular persuasion which looks upon Man as an 
unpardonable superfluity of creation. Perhaps the following—the 
<1 report—may throw some ligit upon the mystery of their 
silence :-— 


T can’t as to 


“ You'll excuse us if we're short 
In the following report, 
But we've been, and are, particularly busy, 
We have had so much to do 
Since we scribbled last to vou, 
That with nagging we've been positively dizzy. 


“Well, a month or so ago, 
Things were getting awful slow, 
So we put the vote (unanimously carried), 
That we'd give a special night, 
And some gentlemen invite ; 
Which we did, and now we're going to be married. 


“Tt may seem, of course, absurd, 
Thus to go against our word, 
And you'll probably regard it as a folly ; 
But just keep this fact in store— 
That, though Jolly Girls before, : 
We now feel a hundred thousand times more jolly !” 


61. 


A TERRIBLE MUDDLE. 


REALty, I know, it was jolly awkward for the poor old chappfe. 
He rarely came up from Gloucestershire, save during the Cattle 
Show week, and knew absolutely nothing about feminine uphol- 
stery. He had been calling upon a lovely young matron to whom 
he had been once introduced. His hostess, delighted always, had 
been more so than usual. As he went downstairs his foot suddenly 
touched something, and, stooping, he picked up a little fancy 
strap, fitted with a silver buckle and lined with soft red flannel— 
not unlike the collar he had seen round the neck of the pug in the 
drawing-room. “Oh, well,” he thought, as he slipped it into his 
pocket, “I'll keep it till to-morrow, It will give me an excuse for 
calling again—really the lunch was tery good |!” . 

On the following day, therefore, he called again—at the earliest 
conventional hour—but still he found several friends there, quite 
a little crowd in fact, and it was before this select audience that 
he made the restoration, 

Heavens! What was it? Why did his beauteous hostess turn 
away blushing all over her lovely cheeks und ears?) Why did she 
thrust the morsel of canine bijouterie hastily into her pocket 
without one word of thanks?) Why did she never address a 
syllable to him throughout his visit and scarcely bend her head 
when he took his leave?) She who had been so gracious to him 
not twerity-four hours before? 

All these questions he asked of the old schoolfellow who left 
Gloucester to take «a job on a Society paper, and the old school- 
fellow generously acted as a sort of unofticial arbiter elegantiarum, 
“Why, you leather-headed old noodle!" he said, “you hare put 
your foot in it. The more you keep ont of that house the less 
you'll get yourself disliked. Anybody but you would have 
treasured it up and worn it a3 an armlet, or, if he kad to return it 
would have said something like /Zoni soit, ete. You see, you 
ninny, it didn’t belong toa dog at all—it was someone's gar—" 

But just then 2 German band outside struck up with a loud 
crash, and even SLOPER can't think whatever it could have been, 


Oe 
Rene 
=> 
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AWKWARD! 


—~— 


THE atmosphere of the metropolis was getting a trifle warm for 
Mr. Augustus Atkins, The cards and the gee-gees had failed hius 
also his pals, : 
when he had es- 
miyed to raise the 
wind, His land- 
lady insisted 
upon his room, 
and desired him 
to rid her of his 
company, and, to 
crown all, his 
principals had 
peremptorily in- 
sisted upon dis- 
pensing with his 
services. He, 
therefore, nerved 
himself for the 
wrench from the 
merry Upper 
Street of merry 
Islington, from 
the young ladies 
presiding at the 
principal bars in 
the north of Lon- 
don, and having, 
with much difti- 
culty, “raised the 
wind,” found 
himself seated in 
a first-class car- 
riage,though only 
in possession of 
n third-class 
ticket, and en route towards Branchester, where he had obtained 
iw situation as draper's assistant, 

Scarcely had he seated himself than he started up and shouted 
through the window ton very stylishly-overdressed young person 
passing—“ What, Hemmy !" 

And the fair one addressed replied with effusion— 

“What, Gussy! yer don’ s'y so! Where are yur bahnd for? 
What, Branchester! I’m a-gowing there—to Snippet and Pack- 
thread's. Oh, what as'prise! I've got a job there, too,” 

Ina moment Emily Spinks was seated next the quondam beau 
of the Upper Street. 

“Fancy, you're goin’ fust class!" she ejaculated. 

“Oh, that’s all right!" replied Gussv. “If the bounder asks for 
tickets, I shall tip him ‘arf a pint; and if he cuts up rough, swear 
a guard or somebody put us in ‘ere, an’ threaten to report the staff 
all round.” 

The train 
was just about 
to start when 
astout, elderly 
gentleman 
rushed to the 
> door, 

“No, yer 
don't!” said 
Gus.“ We're 
full inside, ohl 


cock, 

“What do 

you mean, sir? 
set o!" 
roared the 
new-comery; 
and before 
Gussy had 
fixed the door- 
handie with 
his foot, the 
door waar 
wrenched 
open, and the 
stranger ens 
tered, glaring 
wrath, 

“How dare 
you hold the 
door against 
me?” he de- 
manded, and Gus replied, “Because third-class passengers ain't no 
business in first-cluss company.” Emily exploded with laughter, 
and the old gentleman produced his first-class ticket with wrath. 

Then Gus pulled down the window, so that the wind, which was 
an easterly one, was cutting the old gentleman to pieces till he very 
rudely closed it, and threatened to pitch poor Gus out of it if he 
dared to open it again, But Augustus was a man of resources, 
Pulling out a well-gnawed and encrusted pipe, that reeked like a 
taproom the morning after a friendly lead, he loaded it with com- 
mon or market-garden shag, and puffed away to his own heart's 
content and his fellow-passenger's semi-sutfecation, As for Emily, 
she wasn’t certain which brought most tears to her eyes, the smoke 
or her laughter at the old gentleman's wrath when Gus, although it 
was not a smoking-carriage, refused to desist. 

The train stopped at the station previons to Branchester. 
“Tickets!” cried the collector, Then, “Hallo! these two wont 
do, Seven and 


“What, Hemmy!" 


Puffed away to his heart's content, 


six more on Pa 
’ 


v~* 


each. 

Here was a 
predicament. 
Neither Gus nor 
Emily could 
muster seven 
aud sixpence. 
Then that old 
gentleman com- 
plained of what 
he called Gus's 
ruffianly con- 
duct, and the 
guard took the / 
name and ad- ./ 
dress which 
Gus gave him 
—not the right 
one, you nay 
be certain, But 
then, taking an 
unfair ad van- 
tage, he copied 
in his note-book 
the name and 
nddress appear- 
ing on Gus’s 
portmanteau, 


also. that) oon 

Emily's. Then 

he asked the Copied their names ata addresses. 
name and ad- 


F tatate en he 
dress of their fellow-traveller, who, he state d. world be 


at the police-conrt proceedinss, i r 
And the old gentlemen replied, «My name is 
and Packthread, Branchester.” , dies 
And Gus and Emily looked ateich eiter vere cretene, 


required 


Snippet, of Snippet 


——. 
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Ey ON THE BLOCK SYSTEM ees eons 
“A, man! it’s shocking to thi ve can't tak . : se 2 ¢ E : will marry his father, outof ss > 
Ah, man! it's hockin wy think we can’t take our IMITATION THE SINCEREST FLATTERY. Unhappy Model, This is certain to come down, Haven't you got a Tt would be fuuny to ‘ea 
money with us when we die.” “It would not be much “Wiry, Jobunie, what's the matter?" “I've been trying solid block of wood | could stand on ? mother, wonld it not 2 ‘4 
tee te von, Mr. Grasp, it wonld soon melt.” to imitate Mr. Iron Cranium, but tiud my head's too sofe.” Irritable Artist, No—unless you stand on your head. Letter of Young Lady. is 


E INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—DON CARLOS. 


6% Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photoaraphs srom those 


of her friends whose portraus have nut yet been inserted, ao 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


SCENR—A public place in Madrid —a wine-house L. Music: “Old Madrid.” Enter BILLY. I weary of it. Give me my return half, and let me go back, Dox S. T9 
Tootsie, as Maritana.—(1) TouTsi£, Good Vid Madrid! and yet, alas! it is my late! itis with the rest, now in the grasping maw of yon landlord. (Est. \-! 
dread. for Tam here disguised, at my father’s bidding, to aid him in interviewing | BILLY. Boo—hoo! (Erit, in tears.)—(4) Enter the DOOK SNOOK, as Don Jus. 
Don Carlos, which he has sworn to do, or perish; and I fear the consequences. (Enter Dook. Whyam I here, disguised as Don Jos¢ ? But stay! Shonldit not be pronounce! 
Don Canos, cloaked.) "Tis the Don himself! Don C. (aside). Thus far have I * Hosey "?° Why ?—perhaps on account of these hateful tights, I would not mind 
batted the wily SLoPER. If I can but—— Tootsik. A mareeldi, sir! «DON if they were padded ; but—oh! (£xtt to find a more secluded spot.) Enter Dus 
CARLOS drops money tn her tambourine. and exits hastily.) A half-crown! What CARLOS, followed by DON SLOPER, in rich attire. DON S. At last I have se> 
means this? Would he imply that I should share with him the diadem of Spain? | Don C. Yourname? DoNS. DON SLOPER DE SHOE LANE! (Strikes attitude.) W's 
Now, what should a well-regulated girl do under the circumstances? ShallIatonce | C. Ah! then further disguise is useless. (Throws off cloak, and draws sword.) lam 


No. 264.—Miss JESSIE CRAWFORD. break it off with Bob? I must consider. (£xit, considering.)—(2) Enter the EMINENT, | Don Carlos! Draw !—(5) DON S. Certainly! (Produces sketch-book, and commence 

“ Jessie, sweet Jessie, the pride of my heart !° as DON SLOPER DE SHOE LANE, from wine-house, hastily, chucked by LANDLORD. | the above centre picture.) DON C. (stamping impatiently). No subterfuge. Draw. I 
The Dook Snook who follows, LAND, Pay for the last drinks round. Don S. I have no money—but | say! Don 8. Oh, let me like @ soldier fall. (DON C. ts about to run him throujh) 

“TT ity, d ‘i : : take in payment iy party's return halves to London. (LANDLORD hesitates.) They | Pardon me, I was about to add: Back on strategy. Someone approaches, so meet me 
‘ave pity, dearest, on a love-lorn swain! —Lord Bub. will also admit you and friends to the Sloper Museum. LAND. (jowfully). I will! in the sequestered onion-grove behind the royal palace to-night. Don C. I will oe 

“ How fair ! how inexpressibly attractive !” Now, the wish of my life is about to be realized. (Exit into wine-shop, as enter the | there! (Exit DON CARLOS. Enter TOOTSIE, running.) TOOTSIE. See, papa, ® al 
—The Hon. Bill HON. BILLY, as-Lazarillo.) DON S. Have you succeeded in tracking Don Carlos? | crown from Don Carlos, DON S. Thank heaven! I can now redeem our tickets, an 

lon, Billy. BILLY. No. Don 8. Fool! why did I agree to take you on asa private detective? | hey-hey for Old England! (Enter BILLY and DOOK SNOOK, who cheer. TABLEAt.) 


THE ELDER REMOVES. 


: y y ” o duckie!” 
(1) * Dear me, MeParriteh drooned at last; tlere's his puirbit hat oatin’' doon the waterso' time,” (2) When the inebriated Laird disclosed himself, saying, “Tak'sh me'sh for Parrish, ye wollopin' grampus! Haha had you'sh on toss ther 


saturday, December 10, 1892.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
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I Iestitube. 
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No! youd 


- =, Nobhirmg 
a frees 


tiore- 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Tn last “ Whirligig” I alluded,as you may have noticed, ina casual manner to our “ CHRISTM Ti i 
( ae Bhs ; y A - AS | 'Tis strange that such a lot of fuss Is made of but a little “cuss” :—The Smithfield 2 
Hog DAYS: a all that, | must still have another go at it, When I first perused the Number, | | see, Read “ALLY SLOPER” hy great pred genial Lady aye ee Ty plac heck 
ii AN iw uc tise | a Ns eee ate las vine eed i my es jibes gel S asig pose soldier with a prize:—A crowd, no speakers—well, ‘tis clear, From Socialists we've naught to 
2 No siness :— itute, o doubt, will The hearts ne 2 ‘car :—The 7 ? re eZ it of “wet.” ' rattle se 
vs A tarehlight march ‘twas said that they Would have, but then the policd ata “) pres fear :—The other day some gay cooks met, And lowered, I hear, a Lut of “wet.” The cattle seem to 


. r 
be having a rare old time of it. Good old Christmas Number !——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


SOMETHING WORTH LOOKING AT. 


Wt 4 any 


: AREA BELLES. 
Emma. Did you see The Bells at the Lyceum a few weeks ago? 
Hella. No, bother the bells, I gets enough of ‘em all day long. 


ONE WAY OF ASSISTING. 


“ Please, Sir James, would you assist the Society for the Safe 
Keeping of Dangerous Lunatics?” “Certainly, John. Tell 
Bruiser to lock the collector up in the coal-cellar and send a 
telegram to Hanwell at once.” 


ne 

oe 
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GREAT EXPECTATIONS. 
“Gussy, dear, for heaven's sike wait, you'll get nnder the 
“Find the South Kensington Museum dull? Bosh! We don't think so at all. Some of these glass wheels!" “Wot odds, Mria? Haven't [ get two dozen 
are uncommonly interesting, if you know where to look.” *‘SLOPERS'onme? And if I'm killed I'll cut up pretty rich.” 


i i 


THE REASC 


N | OID NOT GIVE ‘NOTICE. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


ees 
SAFELY LAUNCHED. 

‘Tre donet) The knite has fallen, the die is cast, and the awful 
su-petise waich has for weeks disturbed the peace ol half Europe 
is broken at lust, 
and “ALLY SLO- 
PERS CHRIST- 
MAS HOLI- 
DAYS" js in the 


hands of — the 
pubtie, Fan 
would owe de- 


scribe in graphic 
language the 
scene in and 
vround © The 
Sloperies” on 
the fateful day 
of publication, 
but for once we 
must admit 
being at a loss 
for language to 
do it gustice, 
What words, for 
instaner, can 
convey an idea 
of the huge 
seething crowd 
of men, women, 
boys, girls— 
policemen, 
ergymen, newsagents, actors, county councillors, judges, physi- 
cans, soldiers, and journalists, and goodness knows who, who 
fought and strageled to obtain admittance to 992 Shoe Lane was 
blocked, Fleet Street in disorder, and long rows of people stood 
alone the kerb and read this marvellous twopenn’orth from end to 
end, then and there, It was, indeed, a never to be forgotten sight. 
And now a rapid stream of favourable opinion has commenced to 
flood us, the “CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS” is everywhere pronounced 
no marvel and—well, there, if you haven't got it yet, cut to the 
nearest stationer’s or bookstall and buy a copy before it goes out 
of print. *.¢ 


0 


A. SLOPER spent 2 most enjoyable evening a week or so back at 
the Palace of Varieties. in Manchester. It seems a fair old journey 
to make from London for one night's frolic, but the entertainment 
is so excellent, that if it were twice the distance the Ruin would 
do it again to-morrow willingly. ALLY was welcomed and caressed 
by Mr. Scott, and the foundation-stone of a lifelong friendship 
has thereby been laid. * 


Mrs. Gruxpy will doubtless be shocked to hear that the ball- 
dress for the season will be lower in the neck thau ever, displaying, 
in fact, as much of the figure as 
the dressmaker's art. will allow, 
What the ladies will get up to 
next it is difficult to imagine. 
We shall before long probably see 
the jntroduction of the French 
stvle of bahing-dress into the 
London drawing-room, There is 
scope for plenty of variety in this 
style of dress, ¢ 

= 


Dr. LENNOX BROWN has just 
been appointed doctor to the 
“Friv.” The gay and festive 
medical FOS. is awfully proud 
of the post, and the girls are very 
fond of him, he’s so singularly 
attentive. The Dook Sneok calls 
him Dr. Larvux Brown; but he 
doesn’t mind—he's areal cracknel. 


THE Mildewee Plunger has this 
day been plasea to confer the 
© Award of Merit” upon CAPTAIN 
CoE, because he quees such rattling 
quod tips. “Good on yer, feyther !” 

vleated the Azure-Eyed, approv- ii 
ingly. “The Capting deserves yer I 


“tf 
Zi 


bounty. Many and many’s the 
time 2s a modest investment on 
‘ia Star nap 'as saved my parent's 
only shirt from the pop-shop.” And Sloperius Secundus strolled 
thoughtfully out as the newsboy cry of * Fortth Star, Capting Coe's 
finals!" was wafted in at the open window. 

o- 


* 
GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA, F.O.S., speaking in the Sunday Times 
a week back, alluded to the juice of the juniper- berry as the 
“Fearsome Blue Ruin.” Were, | say, George, turu it up. Don't 
round onan old pal like that. ¢« « 
2 


WHEN the Mildewed One dropped into the Savoy the other 
evening to have another look at //addon Hall, he found that: Mr. 
Richard Green was “ indisposed,” and Mr. Herbert Crimp, a recent 
but valuable addition to Mr, Carte’s company, playing Sir George 
Vernon in his stead, and playing it, moreover, remarkably well. 
Herbert possesses a baritone of exceptional power and quality, and 
if he doesn’t very soon come right bang to the front, write 
A. SLoPER down an unmusical jackass, 

*-* 


= 
WE are requested to state that there is no truth in the rumour 
that the portraits of Sloper’s Ancestors, at present on the staircase 
walls of * The Sloperies,” are about to be presented to the nation. 
A great deal more likely they'll all go to the leaving-shop. 
* 


REFORE this brief notice is in the hands of the public, The Old 
Lady wil have been withdrawu from the bill at the Criterion, and 
it is certainly not 
® matter for any 
considerable 
amount of regret. 
Mr. Haddon 
Chambers is a 
dramatist who has 
wreviously proved 
iis competence, 
and it is well, for 
this lust produc- 
tion of his pen is 
quite unworthy of 
the clever author 
of Captain Swift 
und Zhe Idler. Mt 
- wns most excel- 
lently acted, bu- 
ho amount of hist 
trionie ability 
could have saved 
it, and Mrs, John 
Wood, who elected 
to make her re- 
appearance in the 
unfortunate production, is deserving of much sympathy. 

* 


* 

THE Hon. Billy says that changes are imminent at the Brighton 
Alhambra, and that it is not unlikely an eminent chartered acconn- 
tant may romp in shortly, Tata, Newson, See you later? 


THE knowledge that Victorina, the strong woman, was appear- 
ing at the Alhambra was no sooner imparted to A. SLOPER, than 
resisting an nppeal from MeGooseley to 
lave another drink, he jumped inton passing 
‘bus,and soon found himself gazing at the 
rounded dome of St. Paul's Cathedral. How 
he came there was a puzzle to the Emineut, 
but not for long. A word with the conductor 
was the means of explaining everything. It 
seems that “ Unsweetened ” and fog together 
had caused him to jump into a vehicle going 
the contrary direction to that which he wanted 
to go, But the mistake was soon rectified, and 
A, SLOPER soon found himselt in the Alham- 
bra. Now, A. SLOPER is a great admirer of 
strength, and when this is combined with 
loveliness, his admiration knows no bounds, 
Suftice it to say that Victorina came up to his 
expectations in both respects, as did the 
Alhambra programme generally, The two 
ballets, Don Juan and up the River, are 
going capitally, and seem likely to do so for 
a long time to come, 


* 

PREPARATIONS are already being made 
at the Old Ship, Brighton, in view of tue 
Christmas visit of Mr. Leonard Middleton, 
the well-known [Insurance Bounder and 
F.O.8. Fatty Coleman is going into train- 
ing for the event, and a few of the other 
spring chickens in the neighbourhood are 
testing the strength of the old brown and 
peach, The Furnival's Tnn-er has just issued 
i bulletin to the effect that if “dé wagn't 
Sor the seasoning he wouldn't take it on.” 


s 

ONCE again the Mouldy One respectfully begs to direct the atten- 
tion of his readers to the deserving nature of his “Christmas Appeal 
for the Destitute Poor,” for further details of which kindly refer 
to the “Curistmas Houipays.” A. SLOPER is awfully keen 
about collecting a big amount this year, and he wants you all to 
help him to the best of your ability. Already the blighting intlu- 
ence of winter is working havoc among the sick and poverty- 
stricken part of whose suffering it is the Old Man’s ambition to do 
his utmost to alleviate. ‘lhe largest or smallest subscriptions will 
he equally gratefully received and acknowledged week by week in 
the “H.-il.” Now, then, ye great I. P., A. SLOPER looks towards 


you. Lead 


Ir is just a question whether the Cattle Show this yenr is quite 
up tothe average. Speaking personally, we must certainly think 
itis not. The ex- 
hibits seem poorer 
in quality, whilst 
the visitors are 
most certainly less 
in numbers_ than 
hitherto, Newer- 
theless, the nume- 
rous sharpers and 
swindlers abound. 
ing in London are 
having a rare good 
harvest. Our coun- 
try cousins, when 
they take it into 
their heads to visit , 
London, are never 
short of the need- 
ful. The worst of 
it is, they are not 
always capable of 
taking care of it, 
and in many in- 
stances fall an easy 
victim to the wiles 
of the London 
thief. Well, every- 
one must pay for 
experience, and 
were there no 
fools, how would rogues live? The latter problem has been con- 
cocted by Iky Moses, who eagerly awaits a reply. 

ss 


s 

THAT particularly wideawake and eminently up-to-date specimen 
of ornithology Pelican, sends the Ancient a copy of its 
Christmas nuinber, a bright collection of anecdotes contributed by 
various clever folks connected with the theatrical profession, Gus 
Harris, Fred Leslie, Agnes Hewitt, Nellie Farren, Chas. Hawtrey 
and other celebrities, each story appropriately illustrated with a 
photo of the writer. It is cheap at sixpence, 

** 


* 

IT may sound a trifle strange to hear SLOPER enlarging upon the 
virtues of tea; but then the Eminent knows a good article when he 
sees it,and, asthe Public Benefactor, it behoves him not to keep his 
knowledge to himself. The delicious teas of Messrs, Barber & Co., 
of Righopsgate Street, are now in favour at Court Mildew,and Mrs. 
S. says for cheapness and quality she'll back ‘em against all others, 

s ® 


* 

H1s Grace the Dook Snook, who has heen paying a duty visit to 
a maiden aunt “down Sydenham way,” says that the only thing 
which prevented life from becoming 
entirely insupportable, were the capital 
afternoon concerts at the Crystal Palace. 
They're just stunning; and if you're 
lucky enough to get a nicer companion 
than an elderly relative, with a par- 
tiality for poke bonnets and bath-buns, 
to necompany you, you ought to be 
able to spend a particularly festive day 
there, as 

s 


“Fon ALMANAC” for 1893 is out, 
and general joy prevails, The F.0.M. 
takes off his hat to Mr. Fun’s excellent 
twopenn’orth, and wishes the publica- 
tion the big success it deserves. In 
these days of heavy competition, it 
must be something extra good if you 
want to catch the B.P. “Fun Alma- 
nac” is more than extra good this 
year—it is bally fine. Among other 
uxuries, we can only describe “The 
Months,” illustrated by Kyd, as being 
slap-up: F. Roe’s Calendar a clinker ; 
G. G. Fraser's page, “The Phantom 
Hoard” thundering funny ; and good 
old) Gordon Thomson's double-page 
cartoon, * Prophecies for 1893," a real, 
right-down ratafia, Twopence is the 
price. It can be had everywhere, so 
there is no excuse whatever, 

* 


OH, ves, A. SLOPER was present at the 
Grand Carnival, held the other Thursday at the American Skating 
Palace, West Brompton, and don’t you forget it. And did he 
enjoy himself? You bet. Loveliness and “ Unsweetened” were too 
well represented there for him to do otherwise. Good luck to you, 
Porpa,old Boy. Such liberal catering as yours deserves reward, and 
that success may crown your efforts isthe wish of A, SLOPER, 


OO 
12th December, 1757.—About Colley Cibber, who «i 


(Saturday, December 10, 1892. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS, _ 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING DECEMBER 177TH, 1592 
1» 1892, 

11th December, 1704.—Sir Roger L'Est 
translator and writer of political tracte, died tum e 
condescended to perpetrate a stupid anagram on 
but a distich, really showing smartness, 
who by years was so altered as scarcely to 

friend Sir Roger :— 

“Faces may alter, but names cannot change, 

Tam strange Lee altered, you are still Lee strange!" 


a elassica) 
Queen Mary 

his name. 
was written by one Lee! 
be recognised by his old 


deed 


this day, having been actor, manager, and poet laureate, tj 
We, Che 


London Magazine, 1737, published these lines :— 
ON SEEING A TOBACCO PIPE LIT WITH ONE OF THE LAUREATE’S opEs 
“While the soft song that warbles George's praise . 
From pipe to pipe the living flame conveys ; 
Critics who long have scorn'd must now admire, 
For who can say his ode now wants its fire ?" 


sei eet rr pce eee 
18th December, 1638.—A sum of an annuity of £100 was 


this day granted to Davenant, as poet laureate. 


14th December, 1883.—The Standard Theatre, at Xow 
York, where Messrs. Gilbert and Sullivan's operns Wad been 4 
produced . vr eigen eens fire a day, Just before the com 
mencement of the performance; and ina few | varcely any. 
thing but the walls remained. ; eee 


15th December, 1876.—This day, Mr. William Collins, a 
builder, residing at 9$ Stanley Street, Pimlico, was shot dead in 
his own house, by a young man called Treadaway, who was tricij 
for the murder, but after a careful medical inquiry, respited, 


a ee 
16th December, 1794.—A curious instance of the revolting 


custom of seizing corpses for debt is, or was, detailed on the tomb- 
stone of one Thomas Clay in the churchyard at North Wintield 
Derbyshire. Thomas Clay was a man of intemperate habits, and 
was indebted, at the time of his death, to a village publican in the 
sum of £20. The publican resolved to seize the corpse, but the 
parents of the deceased were careful to keep the doors locked til 
the day of the burial, But no sooner were the doors opened than 
the publican rushed in, seized the body, and placed it ona form 
opposite his mother’s house. The relatives, however, refused to 
pay the debt, and, after the corpse had been exposed for several 
days, the publican was compelled to bury it, and it was commitied 
to the ground in an old bacon chest. 


17th December, 1828,.—An act of cruelty, that would have 
disgraced a savage, was perpetrated at Stoney Stratford on this dav. 
A man, who travelled with a cart between Newport Pagnell and 
Buckingham, had received two turkeys to convey to the latter 

lace, and put them into a secure place, as he thought, in his cart, 
eaving a fine mastiff dog in charge of both. Tray (the dog's name) 
however, proved a traitor to his trust, and killed the turkeys. This 
so enraged the carrier that he instantly drew a knife trom his 
pocket and cut its throat, but not so effectually as to kill it. lv 
then threw it out of the cart into the street. The dog, with the 
blood streaming from its neck, ran to the Angel public-house, but 
was soon dragged out again by its pitiless master, who, having by 
this time drawn together a number of boys, carried him toa neizh- 
bouring ditch and threw him in, and, assisted by them, pelted him 
with large stones until they killed him, 


HOW TO MAKE A MODERN OPERA BOUFFE. 
GET » jingling, jangling tune, a danseuse, a buffoon, 
nd an orchestra that murders all it plays ; 
And a chorus of glory that is all antique and hoary, 
And you'll soon set up 2 show that really pays. 


Get a heroine that’s pretty, and steal what you think’'s witty 
From every blessed opera that’s known ; 

You need not feel compunctions, for, in getting up these functions, 
A conscience is a thing one shouldn’t own. 


Let there be a fleshy sally of a sprightly corps de ballct, 
That used to win applause in ancient Rome ; 
Get some puns that are go fearful they make people weak and tearful, 
Till they have to be removed and taken home. 
Then get a man half-witted, who is really to be pitied, 
And style him a comedian on the bill ; : 
And write some love songs stupid, dragging in poor, luckless Cupid, 
And buy a lot of costumes “ fit to kill.” 


When the structure is completed and the audience is seated, 
You'll sit back and count the bullion at the door ; ’ 

You'll know in your inmost spjrit many folks will come to hear it, 
And after every number cry “ Eucore!” 


—.————. 


ON BRUTAL PARENTS. 

Youne Standertlick had obtained Edith’s promise. She, at all 
events, was hopefully willing to become his for ever, although, 
like a dutiful daughter, she desired him to call upon papa at his 
office and get his permission as a matter of form. 

The old man might have heard of Standerflick, for that hero was 
admitted to the inner office almost without waiting—certainly 
before he had well made his mind up as to the best way to oper 
negotiations. : : 

“Oh !—er—" he began, “doubtless you have heard. sir, that 
—er—as the late ‘'ennyson remarked, ‘In—er—in the sprinz Sh 
that this is the spring, but the sentiment’s just as appropriate" 
—er—young man's fancy lightly turns—"’ P 

“What the devil do you mean, sir?” thundered the matter-ol- 
fact old business man. he I 
ie one ae ausnmered young Samuel John. “Oh !—er— 
thought perhaps you had n soul for poetry.” BAe 

oTedon't hiow atoat that,” paplied the old gentleman, ait 
pushed his chair back and cast an admiring glance at his neue 
repaired double-clumped rhinoceros hide s nooting-boots, Cu ; 
tell you what—I've got a sole for puets 1” But, as he lookEU) me 
getting up, the youngster left, an Edith is still open to offers. 


> 


DREAM PAGES: 

IT wasa ve thetic situation. There, in BCOry 
the r ittle, Yellow, hovering between two worlds. The ey 
had n running high for two days, and now, just as ibaa gi 
drawing in, it really looked as though the poor weakened ae 
frame could not stand the strain of another night. Aroune cae 
little black and brass bedstead were gathered little Wills Fe ” 
and mamma, and his grandmamma, and the good, Lg rl ee tt 
who stood, watch in hand, apparently making mental be a beet 
the chances of his little patient snuffing it. And so ne a, rates 
rolled by until eight o'clock came, and the little paticnt fell « Het 
n doze. A hurried council of war, and then mamma and pape ‘ght. 
the doctor retired. Grandmamma would mount watch for ao ets 

Presently the heavy breathing of the little paticnt AOD eave 
rolled uneasily over cn to his back, and, as grandmamms ate Fi 
the blanc de perle from her eyelashes with a wet finger, Sic 
and said, “ How is my little angel feeling now? 

“A little better, thank you, gran ma. 


his little brass cot, lies 


“Will he have a little more barley water?” “ma, I feel £9 
“No, thank you, gran’ma, Do you know, gen faces—2U i 


happy now. I had such a beautiful dream. 
benutiful faces, smiling at me.” 

“Like mine, love?” asked gran’ma, ben: 

“No, gran'ma, I said beautiful faces, like ! 
sat next to me an’ pa in church the other Sunday, 
how his liver was,and when he had another Freem: eae 

And the expression that held dear gran'ma & face W i cote 
patient once more dozed would have done for the trade m 
private detective azencs. 


bending over him. | |), 
the pretty ladys 0 
that asked he 
rson's banquet: 


jittee 


Saturday, December 10, 1892.) 
AUT SCISSORS AUT NULLUS. 


t he fashion among mashers in the States to snip off the 
(Tis seated gett if they cannot finish it, Scissors are carried specially 


irpuse.) ——— 


It seems as if frugalness now 
were the 
"Mong Yankee-land 
mashers 80 silly. 
‘Tis strange, but whoe'er saw 
a dude that was sage— 
They're soft as the daffy- 
down-dilly. 
Their latest whitns shown in 
regard to the weed— 
For all Johnnies are cigar- 
ette smokers— 

2, And for saving the half that's 
not smoked, here's 
their creed— 

Just listen, ye nicotine 


ne ers, 
-> Should a dude at the play- 
f house but smoke tween 
each act, 
He, in spite of beholders 
and quizzers 
(It may p'r'aps be doubted, 
but this is a fact), 
Just cuts off the burnt end 
with scissors. 


Sk Yes,it seems that supposing he 
smokes it not through, 
Ile'll save the piece till the next entr’acte ; 
So he dnren't to the play without sciesors now go, 
For such ecissors are part of the contract, 
The habit'’s by no means a sensible one, 
But some say our “Johnnies” are frantic, 
And are eager for this sort of thing to be done 
By swells on this side the Atlantic, 


THE ONLY INDUCEMENT. 


“Payvy, vou know you must have guessed I love you. Will 
\)—er—will vou be my bride?” 
» was adepth of passion, a wealth of manly, penny novel- 
‘eerity in the broken, pleading voice of the bright young 
t that Fanny Forthrowe, accustomed though she was to 
sonilir declarations, paused suddenly, hare’s foot in hand, iu the 
wet of adorning her off-side cheek with a becoming blush, and 
turned a half-amused, half-pitying glance upon her admirer. 

“oh, please, please,” she said, prettily, “don't talk such awful 


\ 


re 
at the delicately-worded rebuke was lost upon her lover, for 

throwing himself upon his knees, he poured forth a flood of pas- 

sionate eloquence, a perfect deluge of tenderly-worded appeal. 

“Think, 4 trlinz, think,” he 
concluded,“ how | would care 
ter, would cherish thee; your 
word my law, your slightest 
wieh my fondest dream!” 

But the fair girl did not 
appear to be entranced with 
« prospect. “No go, son- 
she said, coolly; “no 
yo. The fact is,” she added, 
relentlessly, resuming her 
toilette, “you're not cop 
enongh.” 

ol t. my dearest,” persisted 
Polierpur, “think what 1 
would do tor you! every lux. 
nev | ean command, the cost- 
liest jewels—” 

“Luh! Abyssinian gold 
aul Parisian diamonds! [ 
Know "em," interrupted his 
divinity. “Why, this here 
‘tof Pastleigh’s would : 
about bay you up, sah!” she continued, impatiently, “ what's the 
cout of gassin’? D'ye fancy any blessed oof you could earn 
would ever do me up properly? “What price sealskin and dia- 
mond, a brougham, champagne suppers and——? There,” she 
conciuded, angrily. “D'ye think I'd take on a blossoming 

t eens { a the pick of a dozen lords and half the bally 
Kk Exchange 
ioratomeut her harsh words appenred to exercise a blighting 
inluence o'er Padderpar's young life; but suddenly a bright 
tio isht appeared to strike him. 

A moment, darling,” he said, triumphantly. “Yon forget that as 
ve chief critic of the Dramatio Searchlight and chronicler of 
pale het for the Weekly Diddler 1 cou!d puff you into 
: eek wide popularity, For instance, love, ‘That ever delightful 
4 cre gl anaes wieght last night appeared, etc.’ ‘ Miss 

Mrs. Ar i i 
sandeatne in Bleek pia erpar) sat in the stalls looking 
ay ne more, pet!” she interrupted, ecstatically, “I am ever 
i Ph lekilay happy. ell sal bing h, she ee 
yey gas and coyly imprinted upon his hot, a ips th 
Nest sweet kiss of disinterested aifectiat. aca as 


————_—>-__—_—. 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 76—VALENcIA Youna, 


Wuart time A. SLOPER in the dock 
At Lambeth Court was planted, 
On Hopkins fell a fearful shock— 
He gazed, and gasped, and panted. 
And when Policeman X with sneers 
His evidence had uttered, 
The genial Beak was moved to 
tears, 
“My dear old friend,” he muttered, 
“Have yon indeed so sadly sunk 
_ From virtue that, as stated, 
You through the streets, blind, speech- 
less drunk, 
Yest’re’en peregrinated ?” 


Then Storer, with remorse sincere, 
Exclaimed, “It grieves me to appenr 
Within your court; but, Hopkins, 
dear, 
I'll tell you all about it. 
My evening at the * Friv.’ I spent, 
Then with Miss Young to supper 
went; 
And after that my steps I bent——” 
ee “No more!” his Honowe shouted, 
Your statement fills my heart with 


glee, 
For, after what you've anid to me, 
To let you hence go forth scot free 
= Is certainly my duty. 
Can fail dine ho young gallant ‘neath the sky 
7 ’ hatt ‘4 
To get intucicated wa ne 
iat maiden’s maddening beauty 1” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


FURTHERGATE, BLACKBURN, November 27th, 1892. 
My Dear ALLY,—Kindly accept td heartiest thanks for the 
beautiful photo which you 80 generously forwarded to me. 1 have 
it enclosed ina beautiful frame, which I prize most dearly. My 
house has been visited by Sloperites, far and near, and as they 
Saad upon your Eminent Features, their faces beaming in the 
roadest of smiles, how forcibly are the words of the poet Keats 
brought to their minds, “A thing of beauty is a joy for ever.” 
Again thanking you for your generosity, and hoping your Christmas 
Number may have a prosperous sale over all others, which it right 

royally deserves, 1 am, yours sincerely, HENRY STOKES, 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No, 143.—HE Gets J. L. SULLIVAN1ZED! 
“You have seen him, of course,” said the Dook, “ have you not?” 
_And the Ancient asked, “ Whom do you mean?” 
“Ww rf Parad fine Kangaroo the Aquarium’s got : 
He's the jolliest chap you've e’er seen.” 
And A. SLOPER said bluntly, “I ain't!” 
‘ But he turned very qualmish and faint 
In his fear that the Dook might the subject pursue, 
For he hadn't the haziest notion 
Whether man, beast or bird, were that “ fine Kangaroo,” 
Or some doiphiu harpooned in the ocean ! 
Now, A. SLOPER is loth to let anyone see 
What a dense ignoramus he is : 
So he left the Dook Snook, and to Higgins went he, 
And remarked (as if meaning to quiz), 
“ Looka yair, I must send you to school, 
P Or you'll grow up an absolute fool, 
Why, you don't know the meaning, I'll dare to avouch, 
Of the word Kangaroo!" And young Billy 
Replied, * He's a fellow what's got a big pouch ; 
Do you think L'm a soft little silly ?’ 


In the stillness of night, a bright thought flitted through 
ALLY’s brain, as he lav on his couch, 
Aud he said to himself, “ Since this same Kangaroo 
1s a fellow that carries a pouch, 
And since | for a fortnight, alas! 
Have been minus both 'bacca and brass, 
I will visit the festive Aquarium (quite 
As a deadhead, of course), and there collar— 
By dint of sweet words—from the pouch-benring wight 
As much weed as would cost me a dollar!" 
With a pipe that would hold half an ounce in his tog, 
And his cate made big to receive 
All the spoil he could sneak, went the weed-cadging dog 
Ou his scheme: but he scarce could believe : 
His two eyes when he saw that the tall 
Kangaroo was no man after all! 
Yet he lisped in its ears, did the cunning old fox, 
“Got your pouch handy, guv’nor? I’m weedleas!"” 
And the creature yelled “No; but I'll give you a Box !'"— 
And to tell you the sequel were needless ! ! 


TWOPEN CE. 
Post free, Threepence. 


JUST OUT. 


ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


100 
ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED, 
A CHARMING PIECE OF MUSIC, 
TOOTSIE'S “SERPENTINE DANCE,” 
Specially composed by LKOPOLD WENZEL, Musical Director at 
the Empire Theatre, Leicester Square, 


AND A DOUBLE-PAGE PLATE, BY W. F, ToHoMas 
«(measuring 22in. x 15in.), 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS DINNER. 


Amongst many other special attractions will be found 
A CARTOON, BY W. F. ‘THOMAS, 


A GAY CHRISTMAS EWE, 


AND A LARGE DRAWING, BY HAL LUDLOW, 


BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.” 


(Representing the first performance of the Grand Christmas 
Pantomime, written by the Eminent Littérateur ). 


TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIC 
never before published, 
Tw ioPrENc ° 


GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, J.ONDON, E.C. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
COM RISTMAS APPRAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS RECEIVED :—Proprietor of “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLI- 
DAY,” £25; Collected per “ALLY SLOPER'S POOR Box," £2 14s. 5d.; A. 
SLOPER, Esq, F.O.M. (Weekly Donation). £1; DALZIEL Bros. £5; MOKO, 
7s. 6d.; BOB, 5s.; “GOOD OLD Spot,” 2s. 6d.; WILFRID DALZIEL, £1; “THE 
THREE BRARS.” £3; HARVEY DALZIEL, £1; CHARLIE DALZIEL, £1; 
EDWARD DALZIEL, £1; Mons. G. JACOBI, £1 1s, 

Making a total received up to November 30th, 1992, £42 1M. 5d. 


THE ARITHMETIC OF MATRIMONY. 
THE stripling feels perfectly sure he has got 
The ne plus of terrestrial ambition, 
When (discarding the bachelor’s desolate lot, 
And securing a cot in some sweet, sylvan spot) 
Of a nice little girl with a nice little “dot” 
He has made to himself an ADDITION, 


Then the honeymoon, spent in an amorous way, 
Gives the twain very strong satisfaction ; 

But his love's “novel force” soon begins to decay, 

And the fact that ill humours she starts to display, 

If he chance at his club for an evening to stay, 
From his happiness make a SUBTRACTION. 


Soon, because his neglect makes her spirit to ache, 
In flirtation she seeks consolation ; 

And the notice she dares of young gallants to take, 

And the kisses he gives to her handmaids (to break 

Her poor heart ina spirit of vengefulness) make 
Of their troubles a MULTIPLICATION. 


And their kiss and their smile (so revolveth Life's wheel) 
Are exchanged for the sneer of derision. 
Their dislike, each to each, they don’t try to conceal, 
And at last they to Old Father Antic appeal, 
And beseech him, in mercy, to solve for their weal 
A small problem in Queen's Bench DIVISION. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
How : it that the si/th edition of the Star ia sent forth every 
evening 
THE “ Miss-ing Word" in France: Mademoiselle. 
Why is a woman ina police-cell like n ship that has sprung a 
leak ?—Because she wants someone to bail her out. 
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SLOPER’S SELECT LIBRARY. 


THE FREAKS OF FORTUNE. 


CHAPTER II, 

THE pale moon had barely risen when Georg 
lonely spot at the back of the barn where he hs 
Mary Somers, 
There was an 
aching void in 
his heart, which, 
it must be con- 
fessed, was 
greatly intensi- 
fied by a similar 
circumstance in 
his stomach, It 
tity seem un- 
romantic that a 
lover should be 
hungry, but even 
romauce must 
give way to 
nature, Love's 
young dream at 
nineteen is un- 
doubtedly a 
bright thing, but 
it is a 
age, and is a 
period when the 
anatomy requires 
filling out, 

George Smith 
was sad, The 
half formed sus- 
picion that 
Mary's mother 
was dimly aware 
of her daughter's 
interest in him 
was now almost acertainty. She had been blunter than usual to 
him that night, and at supper had again given him the smallest 
shure, He feared that his love was the cause of her treatment, 
therefore he was sad; but his eye brightened as he*noticed the 
loved one’s shadow cast by the moon, 

As Mary Somers approached where stood George Smith, he 
eagerly stretched out his arms to embrace her, but Mary drew 
herself rigidly ap 

“No!” said she; “no familiarities! I don't allow one of the 
farm hands to kiss me, I may love you, and will be true to yon, 
but we must be equals in social position ere 1 can allow you tu 
kiss me.” 

“ But, Mary, it will be long ere that time may come.” 

; “T know it,” 
said Mary, “It 
may be for 
years, it may 
be for ever, 
but it has gor 
to be waited 
for.” 


e Smith sought the 
uid promised to meet 


“No familiarities,” 


sa weary 


“Ave; but 
all things come 
to those who 
wait.” 

“But T hun- 
fcr for your 
ove, 

“That re- 
minds me,” 
said Mary. “It 
is not seemly 
that [ should 
give you pre- 
sents, but, 
under the cir- 
cumstances, it 
is pardonable 
that 1 should 
give you this.” 

And she 
handed him a 
liberal section 
of cheese, ac- 
companied by an equally welcome loaf of bread. ; 

“My own! How can [thank you? Your reserve is to your 
honour, but your thoughtful kindness unmans me,” and Georze 
Smith's eyes filled with the tears of deep gratitude, and he 
clasped his hands in an ecstasy of delight. “1 would preserve 
your priceless gifts on my heart,” he continued, “but they are 
perishable and Tam hungry. May I eat them in your presence?" 

“Certainly, my darling. Nay, you must approach me not. We 
must preserve our distance, however much I love you, Cousume 
the food | have brought, by all means.” . i 

“ Darling, am I never to be allowed to clasp you in my arms? 
murmured George Smith, sadly, between two mouthfuls of the 
bread and cheese. . ; 

“The time may come if Fate wills it,” said Mary, “but it lias 
not yet come. I must 
remember the differ- 
ence in our social sta- 
tions; 80 must you, 
As soon as you have 
raised yourself to 
position to be my 
financial equal, I will 
be thine.” 

“It's a hard condi- 
tion, I aim afraid [ 
will never achieve it 
here.” 

“No, I don’t think 
you will, young man,” 
said the dry, sarcastic 
voice of Mary's father 
as he stepped round 
the corner, “And [ 
think you'd better git,” 
he continued, 

“Sir—" 

“Don't talk. Git.” 

“But I desire to be 
heard ——” 

“Git, IT tell you, 
while you've whole 
bones. I don't want. 
Mary's name mixed 
up in a scufile, or I 
would kick you off 
the farm. Git.” 

“Farewell, Mary. 
Be true to me.” 

“Garn! git. Tf the es : 
old lady comes here you'll catch 1t hot, T can tet! you 


3 
Mary's father. 


Git.” 
With a sad look towards the girl he loved, George Smith turned 


lowly away and got. 
neha si eC ie be continued next week.) 
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VERY YOUNG INDEED! 


THB “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


if 


“'TWAS IN TRAFALGAR SQUARE.” 
“England expects that every man this day will do his 
uty. 


2x5,—Mi. EVGRNE OVDIN, F.OS, 

“Born at a phenomenally early age in the land of stars and 
stripes, colosal vars ane Presidential elections, the illustrions 
‘tof this week's sketeh carly gave evidence of his musical 
ities. True, his édbut was made before a somewhat meagre 
. limited, we believe, to his maternal progenitor, a@ narse 
ania medical practitioner, bat, from all we can gather, it was 
highly successful, As our bero increased in years, his voice in- 
creased in power ; 80 much 80, in fact, that when it was suggested 
le author of his being that it would be advisable to 
»ehild to Italy, where its voice could be properly trained, 
that individual promptly responded that he'd send it to the 
uttermost ends of the earth with the greatest imaginable 
pleasure, Little Eugéne was, therefore, packed off very soon 
afterwards to the land where vocal ability is more highly appre- 
cinted, where, after many years’ hard study. he became acquainted 
witha celebrated impressario, one Signor Slopere, wl 0, after much 
persuasion, induced him to try his fortunes in the English 
capital. His success was instantaneous. The public was de- 
lighted, and at ore bound he sprang to the topmost rung of the 
ladder of Fame, and became the fortunate recipient of honours, 
riches, the title of F.0.S.and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit,’ which, 
chietly because he's a famous tenor, was presented to him Nor 
ith, N92 Debrett Improved. 


Mrs Popjoy. Would you believe it, Colonel, I am thirty-five to-day ? 


MORE RECORD BREAKING. 
Time going faster than ever. 


audie Colonel Gripp. But your daughter, T understand, is just turned twenty. 


Mrs. Popjoy. Yes, colonel, But then, you see, I was married so young. 


vembe: 


\ 
r 
x 
“These ‘ere Lunnuners do exaggerate so, IT don't believe any- " 
body could be so disgusting fat.” 
1 
rl 
| 
i\ (1) Young Mr. Sixanate. the new solicitor of Mudborough, was justly prond of his | “Tehall set up fora gen‘leman after this job, an’ go inter Parliament sa Hunem- 
i recently-purchased safe. It gave an air of soundness and solvency to his somewhat ployed. Push, yer half-starved monkey!" — (5) Crash! “‘Ere! Hoy! Flip: 
"a hare office. whieh greatly impressed his bucolic clients—(2) Unfortunately, Bob ‘otcher gettin’ at ?” shrieked Bill, as the dammy safe was torn from its anchorac’ 
' Skilley andl Bill Slouch alse chanced to come under the influence of its fascination. and collapsed on the top of him beneath his trusty pal's weight.—(6) All right. 
t —1(3) Consequently, a few nights thereafter, two dark and mysterious forms might Sergeant,” observed Bob to the vigilant public gnardian who had appeared upon the 
have been observed feloniously breaking and entering Mr. Sixanate’s business pre- scene, attracted by the noise, “1'll go quiet. Take me where yer like. I'm glad ta 
aes mises, with a view to closer investigation, — (4) “* Put yer back to it, Bob!” retire from a world like this ‘ere, where even the very safes is holler frauds. Society 
whispered one of the explorers. ~ Blimey! ain't it ‘eavy? ‘Nough to break yer ain't in a fit state for honest men as me and Bill Slouch here to be at large in!” 50. 
bloomin’ spine!” “Har, chock full o' gold, you may depend,” returned the other. with tears in their eyes, the two would-be burglars were marched off to durance vile. 
WHO WOULD NOT? GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. IN A RAILWAY REFRESHMENT ROOM. 
- tl 
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THE LATEST DANCE—THE 


WHITECHAPEL FLING. 


9). T dure sts u 


Lof this power’ 
) 


ENS 

Passenger (just served with a whisky, la 
think this is a clean wlass; but. by thes f 
magnifier, I can distinctly disceru traces of wh 


Wife. John, don't be so stupid. You are acting for all 


iskye 


IN YE OLDEN DAYS. 


“Can you get me up quick? I've just been raised to a duke- “ 
dom.” “Certainly, mv Ind. What sized crown do you take?” the world like a clown at a pantomime. No. 39.—TPheehe. look. ; 
Tonton; Printed by DALZIEL BROTHENS, at their Camden Press, High Street, N.W., and Published by the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at * The Slopersea,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday, Deveuver 10, 151% 
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